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Let's Talk 




By Shah Saaib Ahmed Rabbani 

When we talk about Islam, we can savour 
trie privilege of being blessed with it's utter 
simplistic and astonishing straightfor- 
wardness. Islam on one hand, condemns 
fornication and adultery, and it strives to 
block all possible ways leading to them. On 
the other hand, it is also against suppress- 
ing the sexual urge and hence it calls 
people to embrace the institution of mar- 
riage. The relationship of sexes in pre-ls- 
lamic Arabia was shrouded in a state of un- 
certainty. Regular form of marriage (in the 
sense as we understand today) was very 
rare. The form which flourished back then 
can only be capable of being termed as 
prostitution or adultery today. Islam re- 
formed these old marriage laws in a far 
reaching way. With the advent of Islam 
women began to be perceived under a rela- 
tively more positive light and were no 
more treated as a chattel. In fact, the insti- 
tution of marriage was now being revered 
as a custom imbibing both the nature of 
Ibadat or devotional acts and muamlat or 
dealings among men. 

In Islam the immediate effects of a valid 
marriage are that the sexual intercourse 
between the couple becomes lawful and 
the children born of such a union are legiti- 
mate; the wife becomes entitled to dowery; 
mutual rights to inheritance are estab- 
lished; and the wife becomes entitled to 
:e by the husband. 



"..the wife becomes entitled to 
maintenance by the husband.. " 



from her husband is worthy of some expla- 



ence which gives men superiority over 
women in certain aspects and women su- 
periority over men in other aspects. When 
it comes to family affairs, the perfect Islam- 
ic family bears a sharp resemblance to a 
small state. Just like a state requires a 
ruler, a guardian or a leader, the Islamic 
family in its respective realm also needs a 
leader, a guardian or a ruler. This responsi- 
bility can either be given to the husband or 
to the wife. In Muslim law this responsibili- 
ty rests with the husband. God says in 
Quran 4:34: 



"Men are the guardians of 
women..." 



husband to maintain 
his wife, whether she is Muslim or Kitabi- 
yyah (Jews or Christian), poor or rich, 
joyed or unenjoyed, young or old. When a 
man and a woman pledges marriage, it is 
the man who takes the financial responsi- 
bility for the woman he is bringing home 
(Mehr i.e. dower is one such symbolic ex- 
pression of this responsibility). Apart from 
being driven by biological differences man 
acting as guardian of a woman is a direct 
consequence of the Islamic Social setup 
where all the financial responsibilities rest 
on the shoulder of the men and that the 
women live a sheltered life. 

The outcome is that a woman in Islamic so- 
ciety is always looked after by a male. 
From birth, this responsibility rests with 
her father until her marriage. If the father 
dies, her grandfather or her uncle or her 
grownup brother has to look after her until 
her marriage. During marriage, it is the 
duty of her husband to maintain her. If the 
marriage ends in divorce or the husband 
dies she returns to the responsibility of her 
family. If no one is available her sons have 
to look after her and if she has no sons, 
she becomes the responsibility of the head 

During these times she enjoys having no fi- 
nancial responsibilities, her share of inher- 
itance from her premarital and post marital 
guardians and her Mehr to which she is en- 
titled to after marriage. 



fo be continued... 




The creaking voice of the disregarded un- 
bolted door calls for my concern as I sit in 
my room, my tired eyes affixed to my 
laptop screen. The gentle breeze that agi- 
tates the flapping of the door, manages to 
flow in and smear a layer of sensuousness 
on my skin. The door has to thank the 
breeze as the sensual feeling stimulates 
me to give a fragment of heed to the 
door's uncomfortable posture when I con- 
template bolting it back. 

Obeying my instincts, when I grip the 
sides of my chair in an act to erect myself 
gearing up for paying the necessary ser- 
vice, my sharp ears instinctively arrest fa- 
miliar sounds of human feet being 
dragged approaching from somewhere 
beyond the door, which I realize could 
only resonate with the lethargic nature of 
a certain person who is a very well-known 
occupant of my mind. I immediately revert 
to my former posture sensing his arrival, 
relaxed that it would be him doing the 
door the favor. 

As predicted, the source behind the ap- 
proaching sound becomes finally visible in 
the form of a twenty something years old 
human being now standing right at the 
creaking door fixing his eyes on me as he 



strides into the room. The door leaks out 
a loud and final creak when the person 
shuts it, precluding the in-flowing sooth 
ing breeze from further engagements 
which would be very shortly taking place 
within the confines of the room walls. 
Soundless, the room is now principally or- 
namented with the aura that the new en 
trant commands as he walks over and sits 
on the chair beside me. With elegance, his 
slender legs cross each other making his 
sitting posture look uneasy yet his facial 
gesture suggest otherwise. As if by magic, 
he plucks out a cigarette from what looked 
like his pant pocket and comfortably lights 
it up, unconcerned by the danger and 
harm involved in igniting it. With each puff 
he takes, his filthy looking face strive to 
seem more thoughtful and the mere act of 
smoking tends to paint a layer of originali- 
ty on his expression and gradually all over 
him. The smoke that he sings out, a fra- 
grance which I still haven't accustomed 
to, invokes an urge in me to bestow him 
with an unfavorable response but the feel- 
ing soon dies out and is replaced by anoth- 
er, but strangely this time, it is that of a 
faint mixture of admiration and curiosity. 



na. I impel my coward eyes to get a closer 
look into his mannerisms in an attempt to 
discover what he really possesses that 
making me go gaga over him. But 
sponding to the story of my life where ti 
ings invariably hatch premature, my 
search for the answer goes astray when 
he finally breaks the silence that had been 
disrespectfully hovering over us. "What 
you looking at?" says he, a sort of a de 
layed question I interpret when the tone 
in his voice and his accompanying facial 
expression marries my intellect. Now un- 
rehearsed for shyness and embarrass- 
ment, I try normalizing the situation with 
a response involving a head shake to 
imply a 'nothing' along with a verbal affir- 
mation. A feebly expressed laugh is what 
he gives back which I perceive to be 
seemingly carrying traces of his knowl- 
edge about the ongoing commotions in my 
mind. 

A patronizing stare that follows along with 
the laugh adjacently diminishing into an 
equally patronizing smile, makes me dwell 
upon the probability of the aforemen- 
tioned perception being true. The stare 
becomes unedifying and dominating, 
urging me to evade his line of vision. I am 
compelled to lower my gaze, sensing a 
feeling of inferiority but his eyes continue 
to rape my ego. His gleaming stare lays an 
imaginary grip around me restricting my 
movement and confining me to a small un- 
comfortable space. It inexplicably delves 
into my body and tightly crushes my heart 
squeezing out heaps of blood of courage 
and confidence. My trembling mind sym- 
pathizes with my situation but is unable to 
conjure up a shield to block those stares 
away. I am unable to project my inner self 
as I try developing a fake mannerism in 
order to combat his stare. Those eyes of 



his easily pierce through the facade that I 
try to erect hoping it would help in con- 
cealing my uneasiness from him. What 
subsequently follows is a long act of pup- 
peteering which he, the puppeteer per- 
forms through his eyes with me, the 
puppet. I conceive that I am being played 
but without any strings attached to my 
vulnerable body. 

Languishing side by side in a small corner 
of a cigarette smoke filled room, both of us 
share this brief relationship of master and 
servant with the servant incapable of get- 
ting out of his master's clutches. Moment 
by moment, after few miserable seconds 
pass by, he suddenly gets up, the smile 
still stuck on his face, pauses and looks at 
me for a brief moment, turns around, 
walks up to the door, opens it and beam- 
ingly paces out of the room, the sound of 
his foot dragging re-emerging, but this 
time retreating. Having been just spitted 
out of his aura, I quickly retrieve my com- 
posure and regain myself. I heave an un- 
expected sigh and ponder why I just let it 
out. Turning back to my laptop, I try to 
re-immerse myself in calmness and seren- 
ity and within no time I am successful. The 
atmosphere is indeed tranquil, a deep con- 
trast to what it was when there were two 
people in the room. Few seconds flow by 
and the door starts creaking again. 
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If wishes were horses, beggars would ride but if those horses denied to concur what would 
one ride. Possibly or rather strangely shy out to the chesterfields of the political edifice of 
the country (Parliament) and serve such an ale to the masses that they take their essence 
dusted and tattered to a ballad box. Lo and Behold! After some time the reigns of the na- 
tion's limping stallion i.e governance comes into their hands and poor masses hoping that 
they will correct the limp of the stallion than hoping it will trot in a different way like a bride- 
groom's horse cautiously stepping on the ornate pavement or sticking out its neck for 
every garland and wreath. 

A brouhaha has enshrouded the nation, there is sloganeering going on rampant and high, 
the political leaders are trying their incantations, the supporters are flocking roads and 
streets, the children are amazed at the gush and the zeal, the youth is impulsive, dreamy 
and in want. The old lady busy with her chores hopes a miracle for her only son, the old 
white haired man with legs flickering bright plods down the street mouthing that I need to 
go for work as I have to feed many mouths. But the eyes which have already witnessed the 
travesty years back, pass smiles and their eyes without lustre claim that they don't read 
complacence; but the ease with which the political leaders can time and again befool the 
masses and make them doodle on their tones. I wish the "Pied Piper of Hamlin" and his 
flute had existed today. Not only would have he driven scores of mice along with him but 
also humans dancing and acting whimsical. 

Now that the elections are over and the results are evident, the failures have cringes, the 
victors laugh their way out. What lies unchanged are the aspirations of commoners and 
what lies unfazed are the hopes of the masses in totality that - their issues would be ad- 
dressed, their problems would be catered, there would be glory at large, there would be an 
ease by and by, the shrewd monster of corruption would lose its teeth, that the tide of infla- 
tion would spare them at large, that the judiciary would retract its strayed spine, that the 
government would set its skewed eyes straight and see into the misery and wounds of the 
people at large. The hopes all linger, the hearts all cherish a dream - the dream of prosperi- 
ty, the dream of harmony, the dream of solidarity, a longing for unity, socio-political parity, 
peace, employment, development, justice, law & order, freedom of religion & expression 
and above all the freedom to live happily and unchained. 

Last heard that politics is the refuge of a mediocre but what if the same mediocre lot hap- 
pens to rule the ocean of hopeful (but helpless) people; or lead the caravan of natives and 
gypsies or decide the fate of all whether they participate in the process of elections or 
prune this onus alike. Need not the potent, the competent, the efficient, the learned and the 
zealous younger lot of the people come instead and try it out on the rugged turf of politics. 
I look up in awe and quest at a genie which smokes out of some old lamp giving a reverent 
nod and telling me, "Deliver your aspirations out!". As I ask the gracious phantom its name, 
it smiles and says, "I am democracy, my lord!". And then after a brief pause the voice adds, 
"My lord, be the change you want to see in me". 



"Woods are lovely, dark and deep, 
but I have promises to keep and miles 

Robert Frost 
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